LIFE ON THE JOURNEY

when you know the style of boat that we
travelled in. They are small, awkwardly-
built machines, rather of the Noah's-ark type,
with a roofing made of bamboo coarsely
woven into matting, and so low that it
necessitated crawling in on all fours when
you wished to retire for the night. Any
idea of standing upright had to be abandoned.
Once in, you had to lie down and shuffle
off your clothes, and tumble into your
blankets, which were spread upon the floor.
Every time there was any steering to do,
the vibration caused by the movement of the
rudder awoke you from your slumbers ; and,
worst of all, the insects that swarmed in the
woodwork were most numerous and officious
in their unceasing attentions to the unhappy
occupants of the boat.

Two of our crew had the misfortune to
disagree upon some trivial matter during
the night, and as the space for settling their
differences was limited to about four square
feet on the prow of the boat, the stronger